192             MR PODD OF BORNEO
said Nelly, in a cruel voice. " Except wooden ones,
perhaps. You stay at home, you old woman, and darn
stockings, booby. I'll take the niare to Tidatau."
She jerked the reins, and the mare quietly walked
out of the gate.
The deeply-wounded Archibald watched the depart-
ure thunderstruck* Never, before in his existence had
he been accused of being that despicable thing a
female. It was an insult to be wiped out at once.
He rushed down the slum after her, banging the
yard door behind him.
" I'll show you, miss/' he cried, " that I can ride a
she-horse as well as you!"
He drew alongside, seized Nelly, with as much
tenderness as possible in the circumstances, round the
waist, and climbed up behind. He nearly brought her
over, but not quite. In a few moments he was seated
and holding on tight. He felt that so long as he clung
to her firmly he was safe.
They were both fairly light weights, and the some-
what stocky animal stood the load well.
"All right," said Nelly, good humouredly. "Sit
quiet, and don't be afraid."
She jerked the reins, and as if in order to make her
advice to Archibald impossible of accomplishment, the
mare broke into a trot
During the next few minutes the young detective
caught a series of spasmodic glimpses of Singapore.
There was nothing particularly restful about the place
that morning. In fact, he had seldom witnessed more
movement in the town. The streets, especially in the
native quarter, were annoyingly full of spectators.